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I'd always known that it was a friendship that mattered. As a kid | looked at his soft cheeks that framed the 
smile on his face and felt it, but as time passed it turned into knowledge, a fact in stead of a feeling. It was a 
fact, but not the kind of fact that excisted between us in our shared world. Sometimes | tried to look for it in 
the connection we shared, that aura two friends have, but Axl was different. Cut off and closed off - words 
I'd use to describe myself at any time, but not in the same way as they applied to him. Where | was silent and 


withdrawn, he was loud and outgoing, and where | was emotional and fragile, he was cold and stuffy. Maybe 


that's why we had one of those kinds of friendships that mattered 


We had about the same upbringing. Two synchronous, miserable upbringings in the same city, a few houses 
apart, two different boys of the same age, with the same longings. The longings brought us together the same 
way that poles on magnets seek each other. At an early age we both longed for something else, something 
happier, and even though we were unable to put it into words at that point in our lives, it was there. When we 


played the plays held a better future and made our shared longing tolerable. 


| noticed the signs of aging on Axl as we got older. | heard his voice become shrill and then deeper. | watched 
the small, inflamed buds shoot forth on his face and | smelled the foul-smelling sweat on him in the setting 


sun whenever we had been strolling around all day. His hair grew longer and his stubbornness stronger. 


We became aware of the girls around us and Axl was far faster than | was at cracking that code. | remained 


my awkward, introverted self. 


Sometimes | was jealous of him. Jealous of the way he spoke, his charm, and his other friendships. | was 
jealous of the girls who kissed him and were allowed to put their hands into his pants behind the city dump. 
Even though | knew | was his best friend, the one friend who mattered, the lump in my throat was slowly, but 


surely, forming. 

Axl talked about leaving town, but | didn't take it too seriously. When we got old enough to drive around in cars 
ready to be scrapped, he started talking about it more and more. | understood the longing well enough, we had 
shared it all our lives, and suddenly the opportunity wasn't far out of reach. He told me he was saving up. He'd 
gotten a job down at the city dump and kept the change he could find in his mother's purse. 

| nodded and looked at his hair. It was long and made him look like the girls he was so crazy about. Why he 
insisted on keeping it long, when his father insisted on beating him every time the man remembered it was a 
problem that it was growing on his son's head, was a mystery to me. It was the kind of riddle that | often 
thought about and truely wanted to know the answer to, but | never asked. 


"Hell, you need some money, too." 


Axl looked at me with a gaze that held too great expectations for me. | figured he himself was aware of that, 
so | just grumbled, and watched him take a sip of his beer. 


"You're coming with me." 


He moved around a little to get comfertable on the stained carpet. In the background Mick Jagger sang about 
Angie, and | didnt like the idea of not having to be without Axl, my best friend, for the rest of my life. 


"Right?" 
"Yeah." 


| could tell that Axl wasn't convinced, but | found solace in knowing that he might not want to be without me 


either. 

"The two of us against the world, lz" 

That night | remember particularly well. 

| remember that we found a handful of beers in my mother's kitchen cupboard and that we drank one too 
many each. | remember we laughed and talked about the kind of music that Axl wasn't allowed to listen to at 


home. 


| remember how we laid down on my bed like we usually did when we got tired and the night was turning into 


dawn. Me to the left towards the door, and Axl to the right. We continued talking, now in hushed voices, even 


though we had the house to ourselves. 


| remember inching closer to him and telling him that | was cold and that he was warm. He said nothing, but 
remained stiff. Until this day l'm still amazed by how little time | needed to find the courage to press my lips 
against his. He turned his head away and moved to lay on his back fixing his eyes on the ceiling, but the few 
seconds he had allowed me were enough for me. They were enough for me to move completely up against his 
body and lean over him so | could taste the salty sweat on his throat under my lips. | remember feeling like | 
was kissing his neck for ages before | heard him let go of a shaky breath. As my hand slipped under his t- 
shirt and inexperiencedly felt it's way around his soft skin, | felt his palm hesitantly rest on my upper arm. | 
knew what that meant. | found his lips, and this time he kissed me back matching the way | kissed him. We 
undressed, and even though | had seen him naked countless of times it felt different in the twilight of my 
childhood room. | remember whispering that he was beautiful and for the first time in a long time | didn't 


notice the lump in my throat. 


It wasn't elegant or experienced when | laid down on top of him and he spread his legs and tried to adjust so 
that he was easily accessible to me. However, | got my hand slipped down between our sweaty bodies and then 
managed to push my fingers inside him. | remember his expression. I'd never seen him like that before, and | 
didn't know if | would ever see him like that again, so | held onto every second of it. Axl's face was soft and 
open. His eyes held onto mine as his lips parted, and when he lifted his head to press his lips against mine, | 
felt a rush crash through my entire body and seat itself in my cock. Horny and pathetic | spat on the fingers 
I'd had inside Axl and coated myself to the best of my abilities before slowly penetrating him. His hole 
tightened so hard around my shaft that | thought | was going to cum right then and there until the burning, 
dry sensation that the friction caused took over and Axl's nails scratched my back. 


| would like to say that our first time was special and my dearest memory, but the truth is that we both 


came embarrassingly fast and chose to get dressed in silence right after and sleep in each our side of the bed. 


Its what came after that night that's my dearest memory. During the following few weeks the mood was 
tense between Axl and |, and he did his best to work long hours and come up with excuses for why we couldn't 
hang out in the everings. It turned out though, that his father's rage couldn't even Axl hide from forever and 


one night he was back in my room. This time it was him who opened my jeans and slid his hand into them. 


That's how it started. To begin with it happened a couple of times during a week, but as the summer 
progressed Axl moved into my room and we fucked whenever we had the opportunity - which meant all the 
time. Of course, | loved it, every single kiss, every single fuck. | loved it when he felt risky and sat down on my 
cock in front of the windows by the dining table when | was eating my lunch. Or when he was feeling emotional, 
and let me take him like our first time on my bed. 


The weeks blurred as they passed and soon Axl stopped talking about running away and | stopped thinking about 
anything else but Axl. We never talked about whether we were still best friends or if we were more than that, 
but that didn't matter. For the first time ever | was feeling good - maybe | was even happy, despite the fact 
that the hardships of my everyday life remained the same. 


That's why it completely knocked me out like a blow to the head when he was gone one day. What had become 
so important to me, had filled every second of my life, was gone, leaving nothing but an empty room and a 
awfully shrill silence in my mind. Maybe it was inevitable, obvious, but it was the first time ever | didn't 
understand Axl. Or myself. | wasn't able to understand the pain that had settled in my body with headquarters 
in my heart or the tears | was crying. | didn't understand why it seemed to last forever when time continued 
to pass as it used to, and | didn't understand how | could be in that much pain and the rest of the world could 
continue as if nothing had happened. 


Axl had redeemed our shared childhood longing. Without me. Without a word. Of course, | had noticed the 
changes in him. l's noticed that his mood had changed for the worse, that he was tired, that he wouldn't let 
me touch him and kiss him as | used to, but | knew Axl. | knew what he could be like so | let it be and waited 
for him to get better. 


He had left me with nothing. | only had him and the friendship we had shared all our lives. | knew that he held 
great value and our friendship had done so too, but his disappearance had deprived it of that said value - had 
deprived me of the little value I'd had. I'd been left worthless. When weeks, months, passed and the tears dried 
out and | had to create new value in my life. It wasn't necessarily something | was aware of, but rather a 
silent longing to do something - to live. The kind of longing that most people get to know in their young 
adulthood. Because | was more or less unaware of my new intentions to create value, my choices and actions in 
this regard weren't well thought out. Perhaps if | had found the courage to reflect on things, I'd have realized 
that there'd been better solutions than seeking out the guy from the motel outside the city. However, the 


fact is that without that ignorance I'd never have created a new reason to exist. 


That's how | got to know my new best friend, smack. | knew from the first shot that it was a friendship that 


meant something - a friendship that was going to turn my life upside down 


The next few years of my youth | spent on the streets for the guy from the motel who made sure | could 
nurture my friendship as long as | made sure to share my joy and sell friendships to others. | was happy to 
do so, | even loved it. It created value. | had something to look forward to, something comparable to the 
euphoric feeling | felt when | had been with Axl, however this feeling was stronger. Better. Contrary to what | 
had experienced before, no one, absolutely no one, could take it away from me. 


| was completely and utterly engrossed | disappeared into my intoxication, into nothing, desperately living and 
longing for more, for the next fix. It didn't bother me that that was the way things were. | didn't even notice. | 
didn't notice until it was too late and | by coincidence had survived an overdose and found myself in a hospital 
bed. They told me | was in my mid-20s and that my organs were giving out. | wasn't going to live long, at least 
not if | held onto my destructive friendship. Something moved me in that hospital bed. It was a feeling of pure, 
animalistic anxiety. | didn't want to die, and | sure as hell didn't want to die alone, so pitiful as | was, | became 


clean It sounds easy, it wasn't, but it was something | had to accomplish, so | did. 


In the end | got through it wholeheartedly. | got myself a job paid by the hour, a nasty apartment and some 
clothes without holes. | made a few friends, had a few girlfriends here and there. Overall | lived a stable, boring 


life. 


It was completely coincidental when one day | was jamming with some of the guys and one of them casually 
mentioned that his buddy, Axl Rose, had an absolutely phenomenal voice, but that it was a shame that he 
wouldn't put it to proper use. Of course, | hadn't forgotten about my childhood friend | just hadn't thought 
about him for a while, but the way everything stood still the moment his name kissed my eardrums, let me 


know there was something for me to return to. There was something meaningful. 


| spent a while thinking about my friendship with Axl, the memories | had with him. The longing | once had to 
run from something had now turned into a longing to returning to something. It became clear to me that | had 
to see Axl again. | had to know if he was still the same, hear if he still took his time in his speech, see if he 
was still beautiful 


It wasn't difficult for me to get an address from our seemingly mutual friend when | explained that Axl and | 
had been best friends as kids. Who wouldn't want to support such a reunion project? He almost seemed proud 


of his significant role. 


| chose a hot, sunny day to call in sick from work to catch the bus to the address where Axl reportedly lived. 
It was one of those days where the sun tore at the skin and the air in the bus was suffocating and clammy. 
As a punishment for the fact that | never considered the consequences of my actions, | chose a seat in the 
sunny side of the bus. To say that the trip was long would be an understatement. 


I'd never been that far away from home and as the bus ride progressed and took me further out into the 
countryside, | began to understand why. | had a hard time imagining the Axl | knew thriving so far away from 
the chaos in the city. There | was, though, standing by the roadside surrounded by flies and fields. In front of 
me was a small farm, probably a generational farm, which looked quite nice with the freshly painted windows 
and red bricks. The garden looked well looked after, and | had plenty of time to study it as | trotted up the 
absurdly long driveway with my hair stinking to my forehead. 

| was greeted by an old dog that came limping towards me while looking like someone who just wanted to nap in 
peace. After the dog followed a similarly old and grumpy-looking man with a white beard and a sun hat. He 
looked at me suspiciously when he demanded to know what | thought | was doing on his property. 

"Name's Izzy. l'm a friend of Axl's." 

| tried to pet the dog, but had to admit my defeat when it turned its ass and walked away. 

"Izzy, huh?" 


| was used to my name not being greeted with applaus. 


"Haven't heard about you. Why haven't | seen you here before?" 


| had to properly think to come up with an answer, and all it turned out to be was that it had been some time 


since | had last seen Axl. 

"Obviously," snorted the man. "Listen kid, Axl isn't getting into any trouble as long as l'm around ." 

Trouble - was what | looked like. | envisioned my reunion with Axl slip away from me and be replaced by a 
return ticket in a scorching hot bus, until a broad-shouldered woman came out from inside the farmhouse and 
shouted across the driveway, "why are you bothering the young man, Fred?" 

As she got closer | was greeted by wide cheeks and a motherly smile which took my hand and warmly said, 
"You look familiar." 


"Says he's a friend of Axl's." The man, Fred, mumbled while his wife ignored him and asked me to do the same. 


"He's never been good with strangers.” She explained and eyed her husband. Then she turned to me and asked, 
"What's your name, dear?" 


‘Izzy, ma'am." 
"Please, there's no ma'am here. You can call me by my name, Theresa, and your's Izzy, huh? " 


She sent me a questioningly look and why | for the first time, possibly ever, told her what my birth name was, 


| don't know. 
"Oh." 


Watching the couple share an understanding look wasn't quite the reaction | had expected. | got the feeling they 
had heard about me, but | also felt foolish for thinking I'd been important enough for Axl to mention me. It had 
to mean something else, something that was none of my business. | didn't get more time to dwell on the 


matter before Theresa straightened her posture and invited me inside for a cup of coffee. 
"Axl's not home from work yet, but I'm sure he won't be long.” 


It was nice inside. The kind of nice that makes one feel at home instantly. The kitchen looked like it was cut 
straight out of a magazine from the 50s with the brown wooden cabinet doors and blue tiles on the walls. As 
we sat around the kitchen table, each with a cup of coffee and a homemade cookie in our hands, Theresa 
started asking about me. | appreciated the effort, but | didn't have much to say so she quickly changed her 
tactics. 


"Well, we met Axl years ago, right, Fred? Think he's been living under our roof now for about." After a 
moment of thinking she looked at her husband. "Oh dear, how long has it been, honey?" 


She took her husbands tan hand and squeezed it gently. 
"More than five years now." Fred mumbled under his beard and continued to chew his cookie. 
Theresa sighed, "Yes, | suppose so. Time sure does fly!" 


Time didn't exactly fly by for me in the 50s kitchen, not because the aging couple weren't nice people, but 
because it felt unreal to sit there and wait for Axl like | was a kid all over again Sure, it made sense to me 
that | was sitting there. It meant something, but it was one of those things that only made sense to me so 
far. It was a feeling | had, but it wasn't a feeling | knew | shared with Axl. He could laugh at me, reject me - or 


worse, he could have forgotten all about me. | doubted the latter, but preferred to prepared for the worst. 

After some time, a worn Ford drove up the driveway and parked in front of the kitchen windows. | didn't get to 
see much other than flaming, red hair before a dark-haired boy came running into the kitchen at full speed to 
hug Theresa and then Fred. The boy looked at me rather suspiciously, just the way Fred had earlier, as he sat 


down on his own chair and put a cookie into his mouth, but he said nothing. In stead, the sound of Axl's familiar 


voice hit me so hard that | feared I'd fallen off the kitchen chair. 

When | moved my eyes from the boy, Axl stood in the doorway staring at me. 

| immediately noticed that Axl was still beautiful - more beautiful than ever. His hair was long, much longer 
than | had imagined. He looked healthy with stubbles on his face and lively eyes. His clothes wasn't as edgy as 


it had been when we were younger. His jeans were light blue and worn, and his simple t-shirt was white. 


"Yes, you've got guests, Axl. As you can probably see." Tried Theresa and | couldn't help but acknowledge her 
courage. The tension was so thick that she could've cut it with her cake knife. 


Axl seemed to be the first one of the two of us to snap out of it when he straightened his posture a bit and 


cleared his throat. 
"Yes.. Hello, Izzy." He said, but my tongue felt heavy and useless in my mouth 
Fuck 

LHe 


The greeting was so hoarse when it left my lips that | doubted Axl was able hear it. He didn't respond. He just 
kept staring at me like | was a bad joke. Maybe | was, what did | know? 


My breathing returned to normal when the boy seemed to have had enough of the situation and started 
talking about a drawing he had made for his grandmother and grandfather at school. 


"Where's my drawing, daddy?" 


Of course, | should've considered that possibility, but it hadn't occurred to me at all that Axl would have a kid. 
Why the hell should Axl, of all people, have a kid? It was absolutely ridiculous. The kitchen seemed to sink in as 
the boy showed his drawing to the aging couple, who seemed immensely happy with it, while Axl ruffled his 
hair as he peered over their shoulders. 


| had nothing to say when | left the house and went outside into the driveway. | could walk home if | was 
desperate enough. | lit a cigarette and walked through the courtyard down towards the fields. 


| sat by the fields for hours. | just sat there trying not to think, not to feel, but just to look. Only when it 
began to get cooler as the evening went on did Theresa show up. She looked tired when she sat down next to 


me. She was silent for a while, but then said, "It's beautiful out here, don't you think?" 

And | couldn't help but nod. We sat in silence for anither while after that. 

Some deer ran across the fields. 

"You must know him and his ways .." Theresa's voice was low, worried. | looked at her and met her gaze. 

"| don't think that's what this is about." 

She gently placed a warm hand on my shoulder, "no?" 

"Where's your daughter?" | didn't look at her anymore, but at the endless fields. 

"Our daughter? | dont.. Fred and | never had children. " 

| swallowed a lump, "what?" 

"We have no children. Did you think that.?" She smiled gently and squeezed my shoulder the same way | had 
seen her squeeze Fred's hand, "No, Izzy. | think you should go inside and talk to him. It seems to me that the 
two of you have a lot to talk about." 

She got up rather inelegantly and offered me her hand with a smile on her face as she said "come." 

When we passed a snoring Fred, who sitting in front of the TV, Theresa told me that the boy, Jeff, had been 
put to bed and that Axl liked to spend the evening hours alone in the living room upstairs where he and the 
boy's rooms were. True to her word, Axl was seated on an old sofa reading a book when we came up the 
stairs. | wasn't sure if | was ought to be relieved or insulted by his rather late acknowledgment of our 


presence before he lifted his gaze and closed the book. 


"Well." Theresa said, "Axl will show you the guestroom which you're, of course, welcome to stay in. I'll see the 


two of you tomorrow. " 


Theresa disappeared down the stairs leaving only silence behind. 

| could feel Axl's gaze on me as | sat down in the armchair opposite the sofa and reached for his pack of 
cigarettes. Marlboro as always - old habits die hard. The smoke felt relieving in my lungs. | leaned my head 
back against the armchair. 


"Why are you here?" 


He didn't surprise me. The hard facade, the cold tone didn't shock me even though | still knew him well enough 


to know that that was what he wanted. A smile and kiss on the cheek would've surprised me. 

"Turns out we have a mutual friend." 

"So what?" 

"And | remembered." 

| sat up straight and looked directly at him. Axl had always been good at these kinds of challenges and didn't 
shy away from my gaze. | watched him carefully take a drag of his cigarette. "Have you been missing me?" His 
Voice was monotonous, plain. | couldn't tell if he was mocking me. His face didn't reveal him either, but | wasn't 
going to give up, to let him win. He'd won often enough, now it was my turn. 

"Will you sleep better tonight if | say yes?" 

To that he just snorted and lit a new cigarette. 


"Why'd you leave?" 


It had to come. It was inevitable - | knew it, he knew it. He didn't say anything for a while. He just sat there 
Axl-style and seemed to be both bored and thinking. | let him be. | was still able to win 


"I had to." Was all he offered me. | felt the teeth of annoyance hatch onto me and realised that he was getting 


to me, winning. 

"You could've told me." 

"No," this time he answered me immediately, "I should've, but | couldn't" 
Fuck, how had he managed to grow even more stubborn? 


"Why not, Axl?" 


This time | knew that he was mocking me, laughing at me, "are you getting yourself fucking worked up over 


something I8-year-old Axl did that many years ago?" 


| needed a long drag of my cigarette. | glanced at the book he had been reading which was now laying lifeless on 
the coffee table infront of my knees. | needed to look anywhere but at him. | had spent hours, days, weeks 
thinking about him, imagining what it would be like to just get a few more moments with him, and in absolutely 


none of my fucking fantasies, had it been this useless, this unsatiafying to see Axl Rose again 


"No. What's happening here-" | motioned between us, "is that I'm asking for an explanation to something that 
has been bothering me for a very long time, because quite frankly, IB year old Izzy got fucked up when I8 
year old Axl left him." His eyes were boring holes into mine. He was listening to me, really listening. "Did you 
ever get it? Huh?" My voices sounded harsh even to my own ears, "That | was fucking crazy about you?" 


He stayed silent, but | could see something change on his face. Something went soft. 
"Was?" 


| could hardly hear it by the way he whispered it, but | did hear it, and then | knew I'd won He wasn't looking 
at me any longer, but pretended to be preoccupied by the ring on his finger. | decided to let him have it when | 


said "am." 


His eyes found mine again It was the same eyes that | used to know. Bright, stormy and full of something | 
wasn't quite sure what was. He took an drag of his cigarette and carelessly threw it in the ashtray. 


It took a few seconds before | understood what was going on His weight was heavy in my lap and his lips were 
wet against mine. | had never been kissed with the same force and hunger that Axl kissed me with then. He 
almost ate my mouth while moaning into it and writhing over my already interested cock. His ass was firm 


under my palms and when | squeezed it he threw his head back like a bitch in heat. 

"|. lz, | need .." 

His eyes were heavy when they found mine and strands of red hair had fallen down into his face. He held my 
gaze as he frantically tore himself away from my lap to pull his jeans down and leave them and his underwear 
on the floor before moving back into his place on my lap. Like | was a puppet, his silent servant, he took a firm 
hold of my hand and moved it, to my surprise, underneath his crotch, away from the hard cock, and behind 
him to his ass. With his hand still on mine my fingertips found his opnening and rubbed against it. 

It was wet. 


His hole was wet like a pussy, and before | could ask, could grasp anything, he whimpered. 


"Do it. Just do it now. Fuck me, lz.. Damn it. " 


Everything | experienced in that moment was so different from what | had expected and what | once knew in 
Axl. | didn't know what to think, but it turned out that, as my fingers slid into his wet, soft opening, those 
thoughts left me. My fingertips were barely inside him before he pushed his velvet walls further down my 
fingers and started moaning in my ear with a firm grip on the backrest behind me. After just a few thrusts | 
realize that Axl liked it when | bent my fingers slightly and rubbed against the swollen area while he fucked 
himself on my fingers like a cheap whore. The way he was whimpering and moaning made my cock throb inside 
my jeans. When he painfully grabbed my hair with one hand and crashed my face against his hard collarbone 
while his hole cramped around my fingers and he whimpered synchronously with his orgasm, | thought | was 


going cream my underwear like a bloody teenager. 


For a brief moment | thought that was it. What was our reunion and the disappointment tore at me as | 
imagined how he would leave my lap in a second, but that never happened. Instead, Axl loosened his grip on my 
hair and leaned back while his fingers fumbled with the zipper in my jeans. He didn't meet my gaze, but | could 
discern the small smile on his face. | lifted my ass and let him pull my jeans and underwear down in one motion 
before he was quickly back on me with one leg on each side of my hips and my hard cock impatiently resting 


against his wet opening. 


Our kisses were now more measured and thoughtful, as if it had only just dawned on us that we were Izzy and 
Axl, and we were together again. We were friends and we had each other's backs the way we always did even 
though the years had kept us apart. My longing had been fulfilled and without resistance | slid home in Axl in a 
shift motion. With our fingers in each other's hair and lips pressed together in hot kisses, we sat still like that, 
me inside Axl, until he, after God knows how long, started moving his hips terribly slow which did nothing more 
than torture my hard cock. | knew that side of Axl. He was teasing me. He wanted to watch me fall apart and 
cry for his mercy knowing that it was his doing. | let him do it. It wasn't until | in pure frustration gripped onto 
his hips and hasrshly fucked myself deeper into him that he felt pity on me and let me have it, have him. He 
led me to his paradise and | ate of the fruits like a starving man. He was so tight, so wet, and so willing that | 
couldn't contain myself. | watched his face, his half-open eyes, his parted, red lips and flushed cheeks under 


the red stubbles. 
Axl was so beautiful and he was mine. | knew it, and he knew it. That was a fact we now shared. 


Its your fault." his voice was blurred and | could barely put together the words that came out of his mouth 


so | didn't answer. It didn't matter. 

"Your fucking fault - that I'm like this. 

| tightened the grip on his hips even more. 

"Like a fucking bitch in heat. Bet you like it, huh?" 


He tore at my hair and | grunted. He sat down harder on my cock and lifted himself more slowly. | could feel 


the sensation take shape in my abdomen, the pressure in my cock increased. 


"Ever since | gave birth to your son.. Ever since | had your kid.." 


| picked up on that, alarmed, but now Axl wouldn't look at me. He was leaning his head back. His neck stretched 


and his moans increasing. 

Fuck, my cock controlled everything. 

"I get wet - bet you noticed." 

He let his gaze meet mine again | knew | was staring at him. | was so close to falling over the edge, so fucking 
close. My fingers would leave marks on his hips. Axl was close too. | could see it coming. His movements were 
out of sync and desperate. 

"You fucking love my wet ass, lz" 

And then | watched him let go and cum all over me, all around me. His ass cramped so hard around my cock 
that | was unable to do anything but follow suit. | let myself spill inside of him while everything turned hot and 


white and | moaned his name. 


| didn't comprehend the following minutes after the orgasm. Time stood still. The only thing | could hear was 
Axl's heavy breathing in my ear. His body had become heavy against mine. 


| turned my head slightly and smelled his long hair. It tickled my nose. | turned my head a bit more and kissed 


his cheek. | could feel his gentle smile and hear his sigh. 


| put my arms around him and held him close to me. 


